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"Yes," cried Sophie. "Look for yourself. The latches
and bolts of both doors. And the hinges."
He did not know how to answer that.
"That can be explained," his wife said, but not before
his confidence had been shaken. "Julie opened up the
wall-staircase when she came here at the beginning of the
war so that she could go to and fro from the library to
fetch books."
"I knew nothing of that," he said.
"No, Pieter, nor did I at first. But you know how reti-
cent she is about her own affairs—a kind of game. She
told me later."
"When did she tell you?" asked Allard's wife.
"Really, I don't remember."
Sophie broke in. "Was it after you knew what was going
on?"
"No. It was	" She recovered herself, again too late.
"It was some time this year, I think."
"And did she close the staircase again when Alison
began to work in the library at nights?"
"I am sure she did."
"In June, two years ago!"
"I suppose so."
"Look at the locks and hinges!" Sophie exclaimed.
"Anyone can see they have been used more recently than
that. I will tell you when she closed the staircase again—-
when her husband came back."
The Baron had been waiting. "Now, Allard," he said,
when Sophie was quiet, "anyone malicious — anyone
malicious and hysterical—can monkey with locks and
hinges. What else have you?"
Allard, who was himself beginning to wonder whether
he had been duped and now wished with all his heart that
he was at his own fireside, said nothing.
"Will you allow me to speak?" his wife asked.
The old man looked at her angrily. "If you have any-
thing useful to say."
She drew herself up in her chair. "Allard has made a
very serious accusation," she began with formal calm.

